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who made my home in time 


“Your house is the last before the infinite, 


whoever you are.” 
—Rilke 


“Tell me if anything at all was done.” 
—Leonardo da Vinci 


YOU ARE INVITED 


If I forget you there 

across the page, 

friendly, silent, hoping for the best, 
you disappear. 

If I cannot touch you 

with words of greeting 

smiling on the empty air 

you turn elsewhere your azure gaze. 
If I could throw ahead 

a spotlight into the dark outside 
would that catch your eye? 

Peer into the mercury 

mirrors of my mind 

if that will keep you here. 

Please turn the page. 


IMPORTUNITY 


Don’t think of it. Think of other things. 
Rest. Read. Don’t fret. 
Forget. Forget. 


What is put out of the mind 
scratches to come in. 

What lay upon the hearth rug 
and warmed before the fire 
will scar the doors 

and cry through windy nights. 


MEDIC 


His open need like an open wound 
made me close my eyes. 
How look unashamed at pain? 


Not to have learned 

to be comic or stoic 

was inept as 

not to have learned first aid. 


OLD MAN 


He wore smiles and workman’s gloves 
though now he watched the morning 
traffic pass and always waved. 

The orange bus filled with laughter 
rolled by on cold October 

days when leaves were bright as paint. 


Winter weather on a bike 

wavering toward town, he 

perilously raised one hand. 

“Hold on, old man!” we yelled from 
a thicket of arms waving 

back to him. When the trees came 
into bud, then bloom, we missed 
him. 


Little is left of his 

house that stood behind a screen 
of second growth just outside 
town. Only its chimney stands, 
smokeless now with empty hearth. 


LEGACY 


“Goods and chattels”— 

sometimes, a century gone by, 

the chattels were human, 

yet even a dead man’s will 

would bend them to his way 

he thought that day in 1821 

when he bequeathed his soul 

to Almighty God 

and Hannah, a black woman worth more than $200, 
to his widow. 


This Scotsman, Highland born, 

after sixty years of clearing swamps for farming, 
building a millpond and a grist mill, 

fathering sons, left for them 

the new land and the means for 

“a liberal education 

including Latin and Greek.” 

But they never took to schooling 

in the lonesome land. 


The indolent sons, the slaves 
he sought to control 

bent him down with the weight 
of ignorance and pain. 


SOUND 


Down at the core 

deep 

a ceaseless tick 

secret seed of hope 

in an unchanging weather 
within a withered globe 

waits to drive through dark ways 
to blaze of orchard blossoms. 


FAMILY PICTURES 


In the dim room 

eyes of my sons stare past me 
as I lie sleepless and afraid. 
They do not think, do they, 

of needs unmet, new wounds to come? 
They do not fear. 

Once in a morning landscape 
I rose to light their day. 

Now I cannot light their eyes. 
Homer knew that luckless 
are the fathers of sons 

who face the wrath of men 
fulfilling the powerful, pitiless 
will of the gods. 


LAMB 


Though I would gladly work, as Jacob did, 
twice seven years to offer recompense 

for your graceless lot, no defense 

of mine can ever stand you in good stead. 

With sick and awkward lurch the news is bad, 
balance lost, a lapsed kinetic sense. 

You teeter, hobbled, wearily to thread dense 
undergrowths in meaning’s maze of dread. 

But Rachel yet with brown-eyed laughing gaze, 
your beauty faces down the wasting years. 

The dreary chores, like Leah, fill the days 

and catch my temper’s edge and shame-faced tears 
lest you disdain my rough-hewn shepherd’s ways 
to tumble down that dizzy height of fears. 


PATIENT 


Time runs out, yet you tell 

funny stories; your dark brown eyes 

light up. Is it to quell 

my fears that you merrily rise, 

braving the silence and the bell 

tolling unheeded as random noise, 

struggle alone in the dark valley of your bed, 
ask no rod nor staff, make choice 

to bear your painful, brimming cup ahead, 
and say good-night with a laughing voice? 
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FOR L. G. McN 


Long pale hair falling straight 
Onto cold floorboards, she 

Urged flames alive in the grate 
In winter, nineteen forty; 

Sleeping roomers rouse, then wait, 
Awed to wake at six o’clock 


Gaping, shamed by gift of light, 
Learning that bright hearths unlock 
Even shuttered eyes, and slight 
Nervous wills recognize rock. 

Now the corn of wheat must fall 


Must lie beside still waters. 

Come not only grieving all 

Near to the funeral tent, granddaughters. 
Ash blondes, stand about the pall. 
Intellect speaks from your blue 

Radiant gaze. Repeat her true 

Youth, kindle smiles, because she loved you. 


11 


MORTMAIN 


Ocean rolls, air smells 
brackish. All my life 

I ignored the pull 

of salt cold depths where 
they greenly beckoned, 


drew the shades against 
the glare and scratch 
of barren strands strewn 
with grisly wrack of 
sucking mortal tides. 


The siren song began 
to rise from doorstop 
conch; now waves plunge down 
the entrance hall each 
time I close my eyes. 


Afloat upon my 
trunk I scrutinize 
want ads in yellow 
newspapers to find 
a swimming teacher. 


12 


REPORTING 


Can you believe me? 

Well, I will tell you all I know, 

but then I know so little 

and usually learn that I've misunderstood. 

The accounts I read or hear or overhear or am told 
contradict or complicate, always confuse 

what is with what could or should or might be so. 


But, you say, not second-hand reports. 
Tell me what you know first-hand. 
Weren't you an eyewitness? 

Perhaps. But long ago, 

and I did not know what I was witnessing 
out of the corner of my eye 

while trying to think of something else 
hoping that what I saw was only some distortion or 
reflection in a broken glass. 

What difference? 

It happened. 

My cry still hurts my throat. 
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SERENDIPITY 


I keep looking for what I have lost: 

my glasses, a paper, a list, 

and sometimes I find as I tear things apart 
a treasure I’d not even missed. 


TO SEE AGAIN 


Eyes will learn again 
childhood’s paths. 

That sharp focus 
homesickness brings 
enamels every buttercup. 
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ONE SWEET LAUGH 


Tragedy’s the grandeur of blazing fall; 
romance is spring’s conception; 

comic the summer when babes are born, 
bawling parodies of man. 

Forget the fall, the iron winter, 

nothing now but summer’s fruit. 

What a joke! 

Praise God! 


READING TO JOSH 


Those monsters that make you shiver and giggle 

are real. They are yours to tame. 

With green fangs, warty hides, gristly tails they growl 
and grin, then in half-life stand 

paralyzed for you among the turning leaves. 
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AFTER ICE 


Among dead stalks 
patches of pale sky 


appear. They shine, 
wrinkle in the wind. 


EVER 


What was had cannot 
after all be lost. 


Safe from pain, fixed 
in a picture-book 


world, Easter morning, 
his smiles live. 
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AWAY 


Spacious home in time, 

morning rooms, kites in the sky, 
four rounded corners waiting 
furnished in changing shades 

of earth, cloud, leaf, sea. 


Occupant, do not settle 

into those generous spaces. 
Dustballs gather and spiders 
spin traps of crooked lace 
in elegant music rooms. 


Find more rooms yet: 

doors into green afternoons, 
windows looking down on clouds. 
Rise through those sunlit steeps 
like homing flight of a bird. 


IN SPRING 


Oblong of window pane 
frames branches, 
tangled lines, swaying, 
coming into leaf. 


Each frame isolates 
bent limbs, boles, 
dark criss-cross mesh 
against a milk sky. 


A branch bounces 
with weight of wren, 
protagonist with song, 
to order ancient chaos. 


INVALID VIEW 


Branches framed by panes 
above the bedroom curtains 
go every which way 

against a colorless sky. 
Leaves, red, brown, fall 

with drops of rain 

(late November). The restless 
eye traces a maze. 


Hidden roots, twigs of spring to come 
pull the boles swayed in the wind, 
dark boughs that stretch up and out 
(not at random). 

What the eye sees tangled 

reaches to the unseen stars, 

drawn in a pure design. 


BETWEEN MEMORY A.ND EXPECTATION 


Framed by pine branches and a second-story 
window the flag snaps smartly in the -wind. 
Young men stare at the broll.d stripes hearing 
to the clank of metal rings 

the words of Pericles' funeral oration. 


Thucydides in exile remembers the beauty of Athens 
proud of justice and grace. 

There were body bags in rice paddies and many flag- 
draped coffins. Ballpoints make notes. 

The hour is over. 


Read for the next class of the fate of the Melians. 
They understood Pericles, but died 
resisting his successors. 


UNSHADED 


Plant mertensia, 
that spotted lover of shade, 
where noonday sun has never strayed. 


Bluebells, foxglove, too 
lift blossoms in blue shadows 
unseen in sunlit meadows. 


Why yet plan uses 
of adversity? Instead 
gather gaudy chiggerweed. 


21 


WRACK 


In your dim gaze 
as in wavy mirrors 
dark 


phosphorescent 
glows what I become: curled 
wave’s crest, 


silver wash on 
old clear glass reverses, 
turns eyes 


inward, blinded, 
cold to night fishermen, 
deaf 


to your words. 
Sodden, a driftwood log 
caught in 


insistent surf 
rocks, washed at last ashore 
cast 


between streams of 
windborne sand, dry rivers 
of time. 
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UNCOMFORTED 


In Bethany when I go to the well 
women smile and later remind 

their wild-eyed sons, “See, her hair 
still shines blue-black in the sun. 
Her arms are strong. How easily 
she balances the water jugs.” 

For I am older than my sister 

and not beautiful. 


I keep our vine-clad house 

to comfort those who come for pause. 
Water for travel-sore feet, 

wineskins hanging under the arbor, 
meat served crisp with crusty bread. 
That language speaks my love. 


Yet my brother’s friend found 

my comfort but a shadow on 

the day in spring. He turned aside 
from the soothing work of my hands 
and chided me for not hanging on 

his words as she did. 

Swarms of folks his words have charmed 
raise dust clouds along the roads 

to Jerusalem seeking his comfort 

as I would have him seek mine. 


What are words? They open the heart, 
they bear thorns. He ties on his 

sandals, crosses the threshold into the light. 
Dishes of figs, clean towels, and sweet 
unguents cannot delay his free stride 

along the road to those stone streets 

crying for him in many tongues. 
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DAUGHTERS 


Gold ring 

worn by that strong 

old stranger, Grandmother’s 
grandmother, glows again, fits my 
finger. 


Only 

her name I know. 

Flat oval stone shines red 

for young love, sharp-pronged old pain 
forgot. 


Some day, 

a new stranger, 

Granddaughter’s granddaughter, 

will turn this ring worn thin and join 
unknowns. 
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UNDERWATER AT NAUPLIA 


Marble pebbles, bright 

mosaic under lapping water, 
clink and click in swimmers’ ears 
as Helios soars and sinks 

beyond the stars. 

Years and waves Poseidon-thrown 
have not bleached nor silenced yet 
Hellenic forms washed 

in the wine-dark sea. 
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PENELOPE 


Let me once more work the same brilliant colors 
though you’ve come, Odysseus, having threaded 
ten long years of intricate seas, wide-ranging 
lover of hearthside, 


your return disturbing my handiwork, this 
fabricated barrier wrought for my own 
naked need, unravelling confidence, and 
questions unanswered. 


Passing time away from the greedy wooers 
here devouring Ithaca, swilling your wine, 

I have learned to love all my patterns woven 
over your absence. 


Your craft brought you, wanderer, home to rocky 

coasts, enchantments overcome. Godlike stranger, 
while you quested, curious, learning men’s minds 

I remained, weaving. 


Forced to craft, I mastered my fearful inner 
visions, making exquisite fabrics, human 
consolation, different stratagem for 
self-preservation. 
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INTO THE MAZE 
(Independence Night) 


Fireworks spangle 
night skies from 
small-town vacant 
lots. Bursts to 
celebrate, they 

mark instead 

where help is needed. 


Anxious parents 
count the cost 

of such high glee 
soon guttered. 


They tug damp palms 
home along paths 

of lowered expectations, 
draw threads into the maze. 


To sate that Minotaur 
wastes lithe girls. 

In caves at night 
timid slugs leave 
wavery 

trails of silver 

slime, trace their 
listless passage. 
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CONSUMER 


It lights the sky. Its power must be served. 
Only when it flickers is it endurable. 


Cruel gift, more terrible than curses. 
Crush it out, bring it to heel. 


Beat it with branches, dig ditches, spray 
chemicals, protect yourself from the heat. 


Its attention must be diverted. 
Make it tame, a docile pet. 


Perhaps it can be used to 
power lawnmowers, hair dryers, factories. 


Take care. What it feeds on 
must be you. 
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NIGHT TRAIN 


Pine four-poster compass points 
head and foot, marks off limits 
days, hours, seasons, years. 


Sprawled, caught in fatal crossfire, 
curled in fetal balls, two turn, 
search for comfort, reach to touch. 


Through woods and silent fields rocks 
a distant train. Day’s demands 
turn to paisley-lidded dreams. 
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REMNANT OF THE FEAST 


Survivors of bombed-out cities 
lost all they loved, live well content 
with what is left. 


A father rejoices in each 
hour of brief remission for his 
dying daughter. 


The knife glitters in the dark. Its 
icy glint sears the scales away 
from blinded eyes. 


The gift now lost, they wiser glean 
what remains, savor precious crumbs 
of paradise. 
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MALNUTRITION 


Midwinter midnights 
hum as some far-off 
scale quivers to mark 
wasted, welling years, 
balances more weight. 


Weary, we comfort 
hollowness with steaks 
at fast-food chains, hang 
our harps by the brown 
rivers of cola. 

Fat, lonely, we kiss 
those we barely know. 


Recipes for love’s 
ambrosial feast 

now lost, we eat swill, 
despair to find what 
diet hearts require. 
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SEPARATING 


Eggshell of content 
glows 
under a chill moon. 


Within oval pools 
swing 
fecund yellow dreams. 


Earth’s slow turn to sun 
cracks 
open old remorse. 


Its canted axis 
spills 
vertigo of loss. 
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CAMPING SNAPSHOT 


In knickers like a boy 

she stands there, one hand 

stuck in a pocket, 

fierce, open gaze caught 

in the middle of a question. 
Eleven, camping out with friends. 


The tents that leaked 

in rainstorms, the leeches 
in the cattle pond won’t 
show in the picture; 

only her impatience 

at standing still, waste 


of all that rare, heady 

time removed from ruffles, 
linens, talcum powder. 

She turned, then, faded 
almost into that 

patient lady pose. 


After forty years, 
supporting players 

gone, she stands again 
outside the tent, dazed; 
still what lies ahead 
draws her famished gaze. 
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PRODIGAL 


When the cold weather 
breaks, sandhill farmers 
disc their level fields, 
make ready, bed the 

land down in even 

rows, wait to plant seed, 
dream of warm rains, crops 
without weevils or 

weeds, brown-tasselled corn, 
cotton bolls and bales. 


Early in April near where old homesteads 
stood, wisteria, gone wild as kudzu 

vine, drapes even tall trees with trailing shawls 
of lavender. White dogwood’s panicles 
splotch the edge of acres of timberland 

in layered Irish lace. Wild azaleas 

foam beneath the pines in rosy splurges. 


Welcomed in first gold and song, beloved 
prodigal, million-blossomed spring run 
riot sets the provident wondering: 


they cast quizzical 
eyes on woods in bloom. 
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SUMMER SONGS 


Voices of mourning 

doves again implore 

from distant woods first light 
as I heard them when 

that snapshot album 

child I lay awake 

for love? for loss? 


Whippoorwills call from 
summer dark thickets— 
vigorous chant, burst of wild 
foreboding. Early man 

heard those same fell notes 
ring, urgent warning 

of what danger? of what harm? 


Birdsong celebrates 
days, weathers, seasons, 
unceasing current of life 
threading the dark we 
share; those notes echo 
only what we know 

of longing? of despair? 
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FEBRUARY FLOWER 


In winter chill hidden arbutus blooms 
among the rocks beneath pine needles strewn 
upon the sandhill ridge, a mile away 

from where you leave the car. Years ago 

we made the trip with children to uncover 
first faint signs of Carolina spring. 

By March, tulips and bright daffodils 

will shout of change along the shopping malls. 
The hills and rocks, cold smell of piney woods 
do not advertize, but I shall climb 

again through matted straw sure to find 
fragrant flowers shyly keeping still 

their faithful vigil though we may fail 

to plant or cultivate our garden plot. 
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BY THE TAIL 


Slip off this striped carousel. 

Relax your grip. Float away, 

land on a cushion of turf in the shade. 
Escape this risky trip. 


I have to hold on. Try not to get dizzy, 
ignore the whirling blur. Dragged 
over rocks, choked by dust, 

afraid of those teeth, the pitiless eyes. 


What I cannot 
master cannot 
master me 

as long as I 
won't let it go. 


I hold the fearful forests 
of the night within my blistered hands. 


ii aa TTT wees 


UP LATE 


Better rage 

than acquiesce 

though the dark will come 
regardless. 

Mark the days though 
few may note the notches. 
Stay late, strain to see 
the last red stain of 
blackjack oak caught in 
headlight glare along 

the road as the moon 
floats in the early dark. 


Bulbs bedded down. 

leaves piled on compost heap 
to mulch the flower beds, 

sit weary-eyed in lamplight 
hearing Chopin and beneath 
the fleshy pages the voices 
of poets, lancing 

the canker of dread. 
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HENRY’S STORY 


The Irish widow with three sick children 
who begged for help, then sickened herself 
and died surely was no sister, 


No kin at all, so why should her 
cry for help denied make us 
feel so helpless and vulnerable? 


By afternoon we began to 
notice others falling all 
around us, some strangers, of course. 


They stretch out their hands to us, they 
call us brother as if appalling 
illness proves their blood ties. 


The earth wavers under our feet. 
The sky splits. Voices say, 
“No one is safe til all are safe.” 
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FINDING FORMS 


That life of ceremony and custom 
Yeats wished for his daughter 

cast aside no longer restrains 

nor comforts. Yet imagination 
sustains that need and will not 

be scrapped. Already it clambers 
over ancient pyramids, medieval 
junk heaps, cobwebbed silent attics 
for unguent jars, gold masks, icons, 
teapots, and jabots. Rituals will 
be found to free the people and 
unchain the priests. 
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ORION 


After dismal weeks of January 

on the windy night of the poetry 

reading, Orion surprised me in the 

southern sky. His belt, hanging sword glittered 

as he swung there astride young pines stiff and dark 
on the horizon. 


Though recent research 
teams and early poets may agree that those 
who die look with calm relief upon their 
own demise, see their shed bodies lost to 
healing touch, that will not be true for me. 


Agree to leave behind the world of sense? 

A worn-out body may seem to be small loss, 

but disembodied being yet will not 

suffice for what the body bears: 

lips for words that lift the arches of our lives, jokes, 
and shared delight, silky touch, firm handclasp, 
taste and scent that bring memory’s long train. 


Stars still will hang without me there to see. 
But what then can Orion be to me? 


NINETY 


The one who looks out through wavy glass 
among new neighbors knows the house now 
grown grotesque belies its resident. 


She, the girl who rode bareback under 
apple trees in bloom on red clay hills, 
went as a bride to visit Mount Vernon, 


lives here still, but none find her within 
the withered house. Only the eager 
bridesgroom or the wedding party come 
again could see how brave and clever 


as when she plighted her troth that day 
in May she has never ceased to be 
for richer, poorer, even to death. 


The house is old. No one bothers to 
look inside. Even her memory’s glass has lost 
that straight back, sharp blue-eyed glance. 


FOLLOWING AFTER 


An old dog snores before a dying fire. 

His boys’ve been gone for years. They ripple 
his muscles, twitch whiskered lips with rich smells. 
Heat helps arthritic joints, but only 

sleep dulls pain. 


Ten pounds lighter on his feet, 
he bounds down sandy roads through wooded 
lots, across stubbled fields to circle and yelp, 
always following Them with lolling tongue. 

He flies over fallen trees and fences 
to genuflect when he has tracked Them down. 


Now he endures. Toenails grown long from lack 
of wear click slow cadence down long hallways. 
His dull eyes say, this absence must be death. 
Such lackeys as are left are walking dead. 


In these warm vaults he trails his Gods again. 
Those others, dead so long, cannot recall 
the quest, what Gods they loved, lived to adore. 


FALL 


A yellow snowstorm 
streams past high windows 
all day long, dogwood, 
poplar, and hickory- 
leaved confetti. 


With fall’s finale 
that low door set in 
the far wall often 
forgotten for days 
draws in the dark. 


The secret waits to 
be found, blanketed 
now; the wind blows cold. 


DRIED ARRANGEMENT 


Break hydrangea blossoms 

no longer summer blue, 

faded shades of tan, gray-green, mauve, 
to stand arranged 

rich and strange 

against November’s nightly 

lessons of loss 

to speak in silent tones 

reproof of grief, 

withered into art. 


AFTER RAIN 


Today sunlight sparkles 

as when it shone at first 

on Adam or on that Easter 
morning when eggshells 
stuffed with candies lay 
beside hyacinths, like 

Pisan towers. 


The sun shines the same. 
Only the clouds change. 


INDECISION 


Pale, sinister, 

leaving blurred markings 

on the evening sand 

leading to dark tunnels 

where they nimbly disappear 
and even their paths blow away 
in the night, 

sand crabs scuttle sidewise 

in spidery, complex motion 

like delicate machinery 

turned on, off, 

running on many legs. 

At home on sand beside the sea 
they sidle furtively to dark holes 
in ghostly flight. 


SECOND CIRCLE 


Office key turns in lock, 
bolt goes home. Footsteps 
pass empty desks in rows. 
Stairwell door groans shut. 
But faces and voices 

that filled those spaces 

go, too. 


Paolo and Francesca, 
teacher and taught, 
together whirl 

for one semester 
ceaselessly bound 

by writers’ words 

in books. 


IN THE GLASS 


Theban gold, kingly rank 
fell on Oedipus of Corinth 
whose answer to the riddle 
had relieved a city’s pain. 


Sophocles put on that 

old catastrophe for tiers of 

worshippers beneath the white acropolis 
to save great Athens in her pride. 


On the track of light he could 

trace the riddle; when the actor 
cried, “I will bring all to light,” 
Athenians could pity dazzled Oedipus. 


Blind until so long too late 

they wished never to have been born 

they knew at last riddles, rituals 

are lies that glitter in men’s eyes, 

mirror those who face them: 

broken-hearted Oedipus, the school of Hellas, 
city of beauty and grace, destroyed. 


From such reflection, there is no relief. 


BEING THERE 


Yes, I know. 
It’s even worse than you say. 
Long before you told me off 


I'd proved on every pulse 
what I am is 
somehow lacking, 


clumsy, off the mark. 
But why must you talk 
as if I were playing 


a role or a game? 
Where I am, out here 
beyond the frame 


the action is for real. 
Just being there 
is always all. 


AFTERWORD: 


An Illuminating Presence 


There are those in this world whose presence illuminates our lives 
and sustains our faith in the ultimate order and beauty of things. Grace 
Evelyn Gibson is one of these. She is the kind of person who moves 
through her days and ways blessing husband, children, students, colleagues, 
friends. 

And now .out of the richness and depth of her experience comes this 
gathering of beauty, of wisdom. 

Grace Gibson’s verse is the epitome of purity and clarity. There are 
no tricks, no artificialities. She is unafraid of elemental images: woods, 
trees, flowers, ocean, sun, sky. She frankly loves the classical and Biblical, 
and she invites her readers to explore new truths in these old treasures. 

Without sentimentality she dwells on the poignancy of decayed or 
empty houses, vanished acquaintances, opportunities lost, lessons still to be 
learned. She makes us exquisitely aware of time and mutability. She has 
a Keatsian love for a concrete object of beauty, finding in a family heir- 
loom ring a meaning from the past and a connection with the future. 
Even a dried arrangement is life “withered into art.” 

She is acquainted with pain (“my cry still hurts my throat”), espe- 
cially that which comes from watching others hurt, or from the knowledge 
that the young and innocent are doomed to repeat race-old griefs and 
defeats. 

She causes us to ponder with gratitude the unnumbered and nameless 
ones who lived before us. At the same time, her gentle spirit is constrained 
by an ironic vision that connects Thucydides and Vietnam; and she ap- 
proaches the apocalyptic in “Consumer,” which seems to be a warning 
comment on our involvement with nuclear power. 

Her woman’s view, never obtrusive, is deftly introduced in “Pene- 
lope,” in which wily Ulysses, during the long years he works his way home 
survives by his wits, whereas his wife, trapped at home and fighting off 
greedy suitors, is herself “forced to craft,” to master her 


fearful inner 
visions, making exquisite fabrics, human 
consolation, different stratagem for 
self preservation. 


A rare wry note may slip in to subvert total equanimity, as when she 
admits to private torments in classroom teaching, or when she judges all 
of us, herself included, in “Malnutrition”: 


. we eat swill, 
despair to find what 
diet hearts require. 


But her spirit exalts beauty and order: 


Years and waves Poseidon-thrown 
have not bleached nor silenced yet 
Hellenic forms washed 

In the wine-dark sea. 


And she becomes her own symbol, as 


A branch bounces 
with weight of wren, 
protagonist with song, 
to order ancient chaos. 


—Car! Bennett 
St. Andrews Presbyterian College 


Some of these poems first appeared in 
Pembroke Magazine, St. Andrews Review, 
and The Pilot. 
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